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sports car and wears rose- 
colored, air force-type shades. 
Soon everyone is after the 
scientist’s swag, including ■ a 
clique of; what else, Red Chi- 
nese agents. At the finish line, 
at least 20 — count ’em, 20 — 
souls are left lying in pools of ■ 
their own red ink, and someone 
even has tried to strangle Rorst j 
with an electric shaver — an • 
undisguised plug for the Nor- 
elco folks. 

If the plot is bad, and it is, 
the dialog manages to one-up it. 
Threatening a • bad guy high 
atop a tower, Bucholz snarls: 
“It’s a long way down. They’ll : 
pick you off that street with a i 
blotter.” And finding a card; 

’ which advertises public baths, . 
he quips: “Sounds like good ; 
.clean fun.” 
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The actors are uniformly in- 
adequate, as is the technician • 
who tried to dub in some of 
their voices. Miss Koscina and 
a lightweight named Perrette ' 

Pradier are recognizable good- , 
face, no-act types, while Horst - 
seems like a boy sent to do a ' 
man’s work. He whines his > 
linos, attacks a supposedly flip- - 
pant role with as much bite as ' 

Bozo the Clown, and as the 
head of his own gang, doesn’t^ 
seem capable of leading fra-, 
ternity boys across the street | 

: for free beer. - , 

i At one point, after a furni- 
: turc-wrecking brawl, he re- ! 
i marks: “There must be an . 
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